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THE METHODS OF MORIS KLAW 
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Moris 

ear*. However dastardly- a crime, if 
it* details were of the sordid tort, be 
shrank within his Wapping enrio shop 
a* cloidy at any !ortotM within it* 
shelL 

Sometimes, however, when Inspec- 
tor Grim « by. of Scotland Yard, wu 
at a loss, be would induce me to in- 
tercede with the eccentric old dealer, 
and sometimes Moris Klaw would 
throw out a hint. 

Such a* case came under my per- 
sonal notice on one occasion, and my 
friend Coram was instrumental in en- 
listing the services of Moris Klaw. 

It was, 1 think, one of the most 
mysterious affairs with which 1 ever 
came in contact, and the better to un- 
derstand it vou must permit me to ex- 
plain bow Roper Paxton, the sculp- 
tor, came to nave such a valuable 
thing in his studio as that which (as 
w* all assumed) had 
strange business. 

It was Sir Melville Fennel, then, 
who commissioned Paxton to ex- 
ecute a chryselephantine statue. 

The commission came as something 
of a surprise. The art of chryselephan- 
tine sculpture, save for one attempt 
at revival in Belgium, has been dead 
for untold generations. 

It is the ancient Greek method of 
finishing a statue with gold and 

' Eased upon designs furnished by 
the eccentric but wealthy baronet, the 
>tatue represented a slim and grace- 
ful girl reclining at in exhaustion 
upon an ehonv throne. 

The ivory face, with iu wearily 
closed eyes, was a veritable triumph, 
and was surmounted by a headdress 
of gold intertwined among a mass of 
disheveled hair. One ivory arm hung 
down so that the fingers almost touch- 
ed the pedestal; the left hand was 
pressed to the breast as though again]! 
a throbbing heart. 

Gold bracelets and anklets, fur- 
nished by Sir Melville, were intro- 
duced into the composition; and, de- 
spite the arti*t's protest, a heavy gir- 
dle encrusted with gems that had 
been found in the tomb of some fa- 
i<>rite of a long-dead pharaoh en- 
circled the waist. 

When complete the thing was, from 
a merely intrinsic point of view, worth 
several thousand jtounds. 

As the baronet had agreed to the 
exhibition of the statue prior to itt 
removal to Fennel Hall, Paxtoo's star 
was seemingly in the ascendent. Then 
the singular thing occurred that 
threatened to bring about his ruin. 

The sculptor gave one of the pleaa- 
ant little dinners for which he had 
gained a reputation. We were quite 
a bachelor party, and I shall always 
remember the circle of admiring faces 
surrounding the figure of the reclin- 
ing dancer — warmed in the soft light 
to an almost uncanny semblance of 
fair flesh and blood. 

"You see," explained Paxton. "this 
complete work, although it has lat- 
terly .fallen into disrepute,^ affords 

posts: such a richness of color can 
be obtained. The ornaments are gen- 
uine antiques and of great value — a 
fad of my patron's." 

Coram, curator of the Menzies Mu- 
seum, who up to the present had itood 
in silent contemplation of the fig- 
ure, now spoke for the first time 

"The cost of materials is too great 
for this style of work ever to be- 
come popular." he averred. "That gir- 
dle, by the way. represents a small 
fortune and, together with anklet*, 
armlets, and headdress might well 
tempt any burglar. What precautions 
do yon take, Paxton?" 

"Sleep out here every night." was 
the reply: "and there is always some 
one here in the daytime. 

"Incidentally, a curious thing oc- 
curred last week. I had just fixed the 
girdle, which. I may explain, was 
once the property of Nicris, a favor- 
ite of Rameses III, and my model was 
atone here for a few minutes. 

"As 1 was returning from the 
house. J heard her cry out. and when 
I came to look for her she was 
crouching in a corner trembling. 
Wliat do you suppose had frightened 
her?" 

"Give it up," said Harman. 

"She swore that Nieris — for the 
statue is supposed to represent her— 
had moved! 

"I fancy," continued Pa\ton, "that 
she must have heard some of the 
talcs that have been circulated. The 
girdle has a rather peculiar history. 

"It was discovered in the tomb of 
the dancer by whom it had once been 
worn, and it is said that an inscrip- 
tion was unearthed at the same time 
■containing an account of Vieris' death 
under particularly horrible circum- 
stances. 

"Selon — you fellows know Seton— 
who was present at the opening of 
the sarcophagus tells roe that the 
Arab*, on catching sight of the gir- 
dle, all prostrated themselves and 
then look to their heels. Sir Melville 
Fennel's agent >ent it on to England, 
however, and Sir Melville conceived 
the idea of this statue." 

We were a very merry fiarty, and 
the night was far -advanced ere the 
gathering broke up. Coram and I w ere 
the last to depart; and having listen- 
ed to the voiced of Harman and the 
others dying away, we also prepared 
to take our leave. 

"Just come with me as far as the 
studio," said Paxton, "and having 
seen thit all's well, lit let you out 
be the garden dooT." 

Accordingly we donned our coats 
and hats, and followed our host to 
the end of the garden, where his 
studio was situated. The door un- 
locked, we all three stepped inside the 
place and gazed upon the figure of 
Nieris— the pallid face and arms 
seeming almost unearthly in the cold 
moonlight, wherein each jewel of the 
girdle and headdress glittered strange- 

"How uncannily human it is, t 
don't entirety envy you vour bed- 
chamber, old man,*." said Coram. 

"Oh. I sleep well enough V laughed 
Paxton. "No luxury, though; just this 


curtained off and a 

stead." 

With that we parted, leaving the 
sculptor to hia lonely vigil at the 
shrine of Nieris, As my rooms were 
no great distance away, some half- 
hour later 1 was in bed and asleep. 

1 tittle suspected that I had ac- 
tually witnessed the commencement 
of one of the most amazing mysteries 
which ever cried out for the 
of Moris Klaw. 

Some few minutes subsequent to re- 
tiring — or so it seemed to me : a long- 
er time actually had elapsed — I was 
aroused by the ringing of my tele- 
phone bell. 

I scrambled sleepily out of bed and 
ran to the in strum en t. 

Coram was the caller. And. now 
fully awake, I listened with an ever- 
growing wonder to his account of that 
which had prompted him to ring me 
up. 

Briefly it amounted to this: Some 
mysterious incident had aroused Pax- 
ton from his sleep. Seeking the cause 
of the disturbance, 

out 


The Ivory Statue 
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,nsp.red the , Mkcd tbe £3e d 

into the garden. 
He was absent 
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arouse me, and tbe thing wis a voice." j "One moment." I interrupted. "Am 

"A voice?** yam sure that the statue wu in its 

"It was, I suppose, about two hours place before you came out?" 

after you had gone, and I was sound- "Certain! There was a bright moon, 

St asleep in the studio, when 1 sud- and the figure was the first thing my 

enly awoke and sat op to listen— eyes fell upon when I pulled the 

for tt seemed to me that I heard a tain aside. ' 

cry immediately outside the door. It "Did 


sounded more like the voice of a boy 
than that of a man. and it uttered but 
one word? 'Nieris t"* 
"And then?" 

"I sprang on to the Poor and stood 
for a moment in doubt— the thing 
seemed so uncanny. 

"For possibly a minute 1 hesitated. 


Klaw 



"How much to be re 
Paxton I The sense of 
exquisite • thing I" 
We alt wondered at his words. 
"Stepping just outside 


Mr. 
so 
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will the constable lodge information. 
Moreover, 1 withheld from him the 
object of my inquiries. If this busi- 
ness gets into tbe papers I shall be 
a ruined manT 

"I have hope*," Klaw assured him. 
"that it will get in no papers. Let us 
proceed, now, to the scene of these 
wonderful happenings It is my cus- 
tom, Mr. Paxton, to lay my old 
down upon the scene of a mystery, 
and from the air I can sometimes re- 
cover the key to the labyrinth." 
"So I have heard," said Paxton, 
"You have heard so, yes? You shall 
! Lead on. Mr. Paxton! Lead on 


At Ave minute* to tlx 
Klawr-e ring upon the door b*(L 
Pes ton. coram and 1 lu 


have stood pooh stx foot Um Inch" 
Ha had flnsty chiesled r*a*uren, wu 
clean ■bamtn, and won a genoa-rten 
Klaw said < 


happening which threatened 
to wreak the aettet* ruin 

W* admitted lata, who won now a 
■man tweed matron* and ■ fashionable 
bat Beyond doubt. lata Klaw was 
strikingly beautiful. 
At the door of th* studio stood her 

trig «h'y. as (hooch hv 
hoped to tat**) Use mystery 

"What time doaa your model com*-" 
ht naked before Paxton could 
Mm. 

"Matt past ten. Bat Mr. 
began our anxious friend 

"Wh»r» doea It lead to. ' Klaw rumbled 
on. "that lane behind the studio 7" 




"Whoa* house?" 
"Dr. G lee* on " 
"*€, D.T- 

"Yea. Bit tell me. Mr Klaw 
me. have you any 
"My 


Mori* 
but I 
r It la 
harm-- 


hi* 

a step, and etenetsed hde 
"Enooatu Jean Colette 
Klaw. "Too do not k 
know you. Attempt no 
the polio* and not a 
leas old foot who will 
Jean! W« 


I saw tha shadow* or 

alternate : 
fasturei 

nteVrteMa, shrugged bl- 
and • tared hard at Klaw 

nr*." he said, with a 
marked French accent, 
f* said no mora, hot led the way Into 


Olanetng 
Klaw aaked: 

Where t* ttr* 
The man . face .a. a study as he 
"tood before us looking fmru one to 
for m. ! . °' Th *° * em lie, tnu_ 
J kZ ' . n " ,n *- Played around hie lice 
Plainly. I fee, her go Bf S | , • tbnow 
tiptoe, an silent end cautious- I you come four Iteurs^eTu* 

concerned, this barbaric danc- j been one hour too late " 


In** girl who es c a pe s from your studio, 
with two things One la some vary Ms 
ssaa. She thinks, aa she tiptoe*, or on* 
; six feat and three Inches at 
. It 1* not of K* ■he thinks, Mr 
w. .hall see of whom tt la 
o« the nam* of four acuaatrtt- 
ano*. the pest policeman " 

W* were att Marin* at Mori* Klaw. 
spellbound with astonishment But Pax- 
ton managed to mumble : 
"Jam**— Constable James" 
"We shall **ek him. this Jamee. at the) 
police eta l Ion." rumbled Klaw. **Be si- 
lent. Mr. fasten: let no one know of 
your toaa And hone." 
"I can ess no ground for hop*;" 
"Mr child." said Klaw le hie daughter, 
"take the cushion amj return. Mr nega- 
tive la a clear one. Tou understand *" 
Ferfectlr." replied lets with compo- 


never out of earshot of the door; yet 
upon his return the statue of Nieris 
had vanished! 

"I have not hesitated to phone 
through to Wapping," concluded Co- 
ram, "and get a special messenger 
sent to Moris Klaw. You see. the 
matter is urgent. If the statue cannot 
be recovered its loss may mean ruin 
for Paxton. 

"He had heard me speak of Moris 
Klaw and of the wonders he worked 
in the Creek Room mysteries, and ac- 
cordingly called me up. I knew that 
if Klaw came you would be anxious 
to be present. 

"Certainly." I replied; "I wouldn't 
miss one of his inquiries for anything. 
Shall 1 meet vou at Pax ton's? 
"Yes." 

I lost little time in dressing. From 
Coram'* brief account, the mystery 
appeared to be truly a dark one. 
Would Moris Klaw respond to this 
midnight appeal? 

There was little chance of a big 
fee. for Paxton wis not a rich man, 
but, in justice to the remarkable per- 
son whom it is my privilege to pre- 
sent to you in these papers, I must 
add that monetary considerations 
seemingly found no place in K law's 
philosophy. 

He acted, I believe, from sheer love 
of the work: and this affair, with its 
bizarre details — the ancient girdle of 
the dancing girl, the fear of the model, 
who had declared that the statue 
moved— was such, I thought, as must 
appeal to bim. 

Ten minutes later 1 was at Pas- 
ton's house. He and Coram were in 
the hall, and Coram admitted me. 

"Do you mean," be asked of Pax- 
ton, pursuing a conversation which 
my advent had interrupted, "that the 
statue melted into the empty air?" 

"The double doors opening on to 
the street were securely locked and 
barred; that of tne garden was also 
lorfced: I was in the garden, and not 
ten yards from the studio," was Pas- 
ton's reply. "Nevertheless, Nieris had 
vanifhed, "leaving no trace behind!" 

"But, my dear fellow." I cried, 
"surely you have not given up hope 
of recovering the statue? After all, 
such a robbery as this can scarcely 
have been perpetrated without leav- 
ing some clue behind." 

"Robbery!" repeated Paxton, look- 
ing at me strangely. "You would be 
less confident that it it a case of rob- 
bery. Searles, if you had heard what 
I heard." 

I glanced at Coram, but he merely 
shrugged his shoulders. 
"What do you mean?" 1 said. 
"Then Coram has not told you?" 
"He has told me that something 
aroused you in the night, and that 
yon left the studio lo investigate the 
matter," 

"Correct, so far. Something did 


aside and stood by the door to listen, 
for the second time the cry was re- 
peated, coming Indisputably from im- 
mediately outside. Taking up the small 
revolver which 1 have always kept 
handy since Nieris was completed, I 
unlocked the door and stepped out 

into the garden " 

He broke off. A vehicle, cab or car, 
was heard to draw up outside the 
house. 

Coram sprang to the door. 
"Moris KlawT" I cried. 
"Good morning, Mr. Coram!" said 
the strange voice from the darkness 
outside. "Good morning, Mr. Searles!" 
Moris Kl.iv. entered. 
Tbrough his gold-rimmed glasses 
he peered into the shadows of the 
hall. His scant v. colorless beard ap- 
peared less adequate than ever to 
clothe the massive chin. The dim light 
rendered his lace more cadaverous 
and more yellow even than usual, 

"And this," he proceeded, as the 
anxious sculptor came forward, "is 
Mr. Paxton, who has lost his statue? 
Good morning, Mr Paxton!" 

He bowed, removing his bowler and 
revealing his great, high brow. Coram 
was about to reclose the door. 

Ah, no!" Moris Klaw checked 


and left. There was no one in sight, brushes against no object in . 

Then I walked to the wall — a mat- — my odtcally sterilized cuvhion!" 

ter of some ten yards — and, pulling We proceeded to the studio, 

myself up by my hands, looked over «• f ee t (ria , j , m ^sponsible for 

into the street dragging you here at thi» unearthly 

"It was deserted, save, for a con- | hour," said Paxton io I sis Klaw. 
stable on the opposite comer. I know 
him. slightly, and his presence con- 
vinced me that no one could either 
have come into or gone out of the 


garden hy way of the wall. I did 
not catl him, but immediately return- 
ed lo the studio door." 

"In all, you were absent from the 
studio about how long?" asked Moris 
Klaw. 

"Not a second over hair a minute." 
"And on returning once more to 
the door 1 " 

"A unglc glance showed me that 
the statue had gone!" 

"Good Heaven*!" I said. "It sounds 
impossible! Was the constable on 
post duty?" 

"He was: there is always an offi- 
cer there. He stood in sight of the 
double doors opening on to the street i 
during the whole time, so that Nieris 
unquestionably came oui by way of 
the garden or melted into thin air. 
Since ihe only exit from the garden 
. also opens on to the street, how, save 
him. My daughter is to come yet | by m ^ couU the tUtuc have been 

removed from the premises?" 


tlvsly. 

Bui Mori* Klaw waved hi* 
enveloped himaeif in the blc cloak. 

•There 1* do time for such sroeo 
term," be said. "We are buar " 

From the brown derby he took out a 
scent eprur. end I sanM s ni hta high, bald 
forehead with verbena. 

"It I* •zh*u*t!rur. that odic phototTa- 
phr " he explained. 

Shortly afterward he and I walked 
■round to lb" local police depot. 

■t tbe police Hallo 
T ask for Conatahta James*" I 

Ah. no." replied Klaw. "It 1* for th* 
constable that be relieved at 12 o'clock f 
am leaking " 

Inquiry showed that ihe letter 
his name w* 
the station 

Moris Klsef* queetloua elicited the r«1- 
lowlna story, though Its hearing upon the 
tatter In hand was not evident to roe 
Toward 15 o'eioek- that Is. shortlr be- 
fore Freeman *n relieved— a man, sup- 
porting a wi 
and entered ih* fste of IV. Gle-sene 
bouse. 

The *iom»n was enveloped In a huge 
fur rlnaH which enllrely ron.-*a!*d her 
fee* and flsur*. but from her feeble step 
th* constable Judged her to ba ill. 

Considering th» latsnese of the hour, 
also, he eon eluded thai tha ease must be 
a serious one; he further suppos e d the 
strk woman to be resident In the neigh- 
borhood, slnca she came on foot 

He had besran to wonder at the length 
of tbe ronsultstlon when, nearly an hour 
later, the man 

of the drive, 


H« strode up th* 
tail screen stood, and." aetxtna: if br 
top, hurled It to the wnZnA 

Behmd. on a MIIiTlTi. rec 
tbe statu, of XSrrt. In a kraTebaJr! 

■Too have already removed in* dmie 
and one of the anklet*." roi ■ " 

This wee true. Indeed, tt 
evident that tha 
lerniptad in hta 
ripening a ] 
by 

action is to he 
he eased quietly. 
"Mo action. Jean,' 

"It iS lllllHiasnilii t yon 

you 4*1* r an lonsT" 

Tbe other - * reply «m 

"It Is a task 
and care If th* statue Is not to be 
ruined; otherwise I should have perform- 
ed tt In Mr. Paxton * studio Instead of 
solng to the trouble of raeoovlng tha 
fit-are. And— Klna'a condition has caus- 
ed m* grave anxiety throughout the 
eight." 

He .tared hard at Moris Klaw. We 
could hear the sonnd of eouahin* from 
some room hard br. 

' ' Who are you. luuaaweur V he asked 

pointedly. 

"an old fool who anew Jflna when 
she posed at Julian's. Jean.'* was the 

who " 



with my cushion 

Paxton stared, not comprehending; 
but stared yet harder when Itis Klaw 
appeared, carrying a huge red cush- 
ion. 

She was wrapped in a cloak which 
effectually concealed her lithe figure, 
and from the raised hood her dark- 
Iv beautiful fare looked oat with be- 
witching effect. She divided between 
Coram and myself one of her dazzling 
smiles. 

"It is Mr. Paxton," said her father, 
indicating the sculptor. Then, indi- 
cating the girl: "It is mv daughter, 

I sis. Tsis will help us to look for Nie- 
ris." 

"I am awfully indebted lo you 
Won't you come in and *«it down ?" 
said Paxton, glancing at the girl in 
bewilderment. 

"No, no!" replied Klaw; "let u* 
stand. It is good to stand, and stand 
upright, for it ts because he tan do 
this that man is superior to the other 


Coram and I knew Klaw's manner- 
ism s, but I could see that Paxton 
thought him to be a unique kind of 
lunatic. 

Nevertheless, he narrated something 
of the foregoing np to the point 
reached at Moris Klaw's arrival. 

"Proceed _ slowly now," said Klaw. 
"You left the door open behind you?" 

"Yes: but I was never more than 
ten yards from it. It would have been 
physically impossible for any one to 
remove the statue u " 
You must rei 
light weight. 


"Ah, my friend," said Moris Klaw, 
"you talk of magic as one talks of 
onions! How little you know"— he 
swept wide his arms, looking upward 
— "oi the phenomena of the two at- 
mospheres* Proceed." 

"The throne." continued Paxton. 
who was becoming impressed, as was 
evident by the uncanny sense of pow- 
er which emanated in some way from 

"And the statue— it was attached to 

it?" 

"As to the figure being attached, 
I may say that it was only partially 
so, Materials for completing the work 
were to have arrived today!" 

"How long would it have taken to 
detach ttr growled Klaw. 

"Granting some knowledge of the 
nature of the work, not* long; for, as 
I have said, in this respect it was in- 
complete. Half an hour or so, I 
should have believed!" 

"Oh, on finding Nieris to be miss- 
ing, what did you do?" 

"I searched the studio hastily. A 
brief investigation convinced me that 
neither statue nor thief was conceal- 
ed there. 

"I then came out, locked the door, 
and having examined the garden, hail- 
ed the constable." 
"He heard no cry?" 
"No; it was not loud enough to be 
audible from the corner." 

"Lattly," said Klaw. "have you in- 
formed Scotland Yard?" 
"No," answered the sculptor. "Nor 


She turned her fine eyes upon bim. 
"My father is indebted for the op- 
portunity." she replied: "and since he 
has need of me, I am here. I, too. am 
indebted." 

Her supreme self-possession and 
tone of finality silenced the artist. 

So far as 1 could >ee, everything in 
the studio was exactly as last I had 
seen it, save that Nieris' throne was 
vacant. The top of the studio was 
partially glatcd. and Moris Klaw 
peered up at it earnestly. 

"From above," he rumbled, "I 
should wish to look dow n into below, 
How do I reach it 1 " 

"The only stepladder \% thai in the 
studio," answered Paxton. "I wilt 
bring it out." 

He did so. The gray light of dawn 
was creeping into the sky. and against 
that somber background ur watched 
Moris Klaw crawling about the roof 
like some giant spider. 

"Did you find anything?" »*ked 
Paxton, anxiously, a* the investigator 
descended. 

"a find what 1 look for," was the 
reply; "and no man is entitled lo find 
more. Isi*. my child, place that cush- 
ion in the ebony chair " 

The girl stepped on the dais, and 
disposed the red cushion as directed. 

"You see," explained Moris Klaw, 
"whoever has robbed you, Mr. Pan- 
ton, runs some one great danger, how- 
ever clever his plans. There is, in 
every criminal scheme, one tittle point 
that only fate can decide: — either t*> 
hitch or to smooth out — to bring 
success and riches or whistling po- 
licemen. 

"Upon thai so critical potnl his or 
her mind will concentrate M the crit- 
ical moment. The critical moment, 
here was that of getting Nieris out 
of your studio. 

"I sleep upon that throne where she 
reclined— rlhe ivory dancer. This sen- 
sitive plate" — he tapped his brow — 
"will reproduce a negative of that 
critical moment as ii seemed in tha 
mind of the one we look for. 

" Ists. return in the cab that waits I 
and be here again at six o'clock." I 

He placed his quaint derby upon a , 
table and laid beside it hit black > 
cloak. Then, a ramshackle figure in 

Slir 'h" head Tgainst* S 

cushion. 

"Place toy cloak about me. Isis." 
The girl did so 

"Good morning, my child. Good 
morning, Mr. Searles. Good morning 
Mr. Coram, and Mr. Paxton." 
He Closed hi* eyes. 

Pa%ton, 


Pau*lng at the gateway, be 
his hand to the policeman. 

Constable Freeman ran aer™* the road 
tramedlatelv 

"Feteh roe s t*xtrsh offleer." maid the 
strwnaer. supporting his 
exhibiting much solicitude. 

Freeman promptly »an to tbe corner of 
Beira ™d and returned with a csh frein 
the eM-ntchl rank 

"Open ihe doer." directed the man 
who was a perron of Impoetan height— 
•ome ( |* feet three. Freeman averred. 

"He. he- eroa-led Moris Ktaw . "six 

feet three' :\ ' ,. a wondrou* K-fenr* 

He teemed triumphant, hat 1 was mere, 
ly crowing morr nnnr*lu**ed 

With that, carefully wrapping the cloak 
ahoul the woman'* flsrure. the hi* man 
took her uo In hi* arm* and placed her 
Inside ih* cab— Ihe onlv ellmpee th- con- 

rlad in a silk »foc*.in« Sh' had ap- 
parent v dropped her *hoe 

Ter^derlv assisting her to a roraer of 
the vehicle the man" rutins bent and 
whispered some word of en. -nurse:, ment 
In her ear. directed the cabman lo drive 
to the Hotel Cecil. 

"Did yon civ* him vour suslorsncr 
asked Mnrl* Klaw 

"No. He did not ***m to require it " 

■ And the number of the cabman" 

freeman fetched hi* notebook and sup- 
plied the r*qulred Information. 

"Thank you. Conatabte Freeman." said 
Klaa "You are a very alert constable 
flood mornttia;. Constable Freeman." 

again satisfaction beamed from behind 
tny companion « alas*** But to my eyes 
tbe darknes* grew moment! 
treble 

For these inquiries bore upon mstters 
which had occurred prior to t! o'clock 
and i 'oram. my*elf. and Pa* ton had **en 
the statue In Ha usual place consider. My 
• tier mldnlT 
moll' 

.said Mori* Klaw -Thai cab was from 
th* but earsae »i Briston W* «h*i! 
tin* uu the Brixton aare*e and learn 
where the man may he found. Perhsp*. 
If Providence is wttb ua— and Providence- 
la with the rieht— he has not yet again 
left home." 

From a public call office we rang on the 
carea* and teamed that lb* man we 
wanted was not due to report for doty 
until l.i o'clock. 

We experienced some difficulty in ob- 
taining hla private address, hut flnall* It 
was given to us. Thither *e hastened 
and aroused the man from his bed 

"A big gentleman ind a elcK lady." 
said Mori* Klaw- "th.y hired your cab 
from fir (lleeson*. near Be Ira ruad. at 
about i; o'clock last night, and you drove 
them lo the Cecil Hotel " 

"No, sir. He changed th* address att- 
erward. t have been wondering why. I 
drove him lo Sa Rectory Grow Old Town, 
Clapham." 

"Was th* lady bv then recovered— no ? 
Teer- 

"Farllr. etc I heard him talking to 
her. But be carried her into the house," 

"Ah,' said Moris Ktaw. ' there Is much 
genius wasted: but what a great science 
Is the science of th* mind!" 

Many time* Mori* Kia» knocked upon 
the door of the house in napbsm. Old 
To wn a smalt one. standing well beck 
from the roadway. Within ho could hear 


My broin sra. in a tur- ^ £££5 

er.C> 


enly thrown 
appeared who must 


within th- 


eorem, myself, and Moris Klaw est 
In Futons studio, and an of ua fused 
reflectively at th* re co ee t ed 

"It was so evident." explained Klaw. 
"that el nee you were abeent 
but thirty se c o nd*, for 
removed the statue during i 
out of th* question." 

"Not during (hat 
Mori* " 
white 
bouse.' 

"But. my dsar Mr. Klaw, Searles 
Cerent, and T saw the statu* tone 
after that tome Elm* about one 

o'clock.* 

"Wrong, my Mend! Tow sew the 
model-" 

"What! Slnar- 

"Mm*. Cole tie, whom you knew In 
Part* as Nina — yasi Utter*: About 
midnight, when your party la amiable 
together, comes one Jean Colette, .i 
clever scamp from that metropolis of 
such perverted genius — Paris Into Dr 
• he goes supporting madam* 
mod.l. This la seen by Con- 
stable Freemas 

"Wh*n th* trees hid* them they 
climb over the fence Intu the Ian* 
and over the wall Into your garden. 
Nina has a cast of Ihe studio ker 
How easv for her to get It! 

"Jean, a clever rogue write, his band*, 
and a roan who promised to be. once. 
■ great artist, detaches the figure 
from the throne and arrays tt •« 
m*<l«me— !n madam*'* outer garb Be- 
neath her cloak madam* ie Ntcrl* — 
wllh c .pies of Ihe jewel* and alt com- 
plete. 

"He I* clever, ihl* Jean Be i»..tao. 
a man of vast at renal h — a modern 
Cretonlan Mile. Not only doe* he 
carry that great piece of Ivory from 
the studio: he lifts It over the 
did madam* assist* — and Into Dr. 
•on'a drive. 

"tie bears It to the gate, wrapped 
In Nina's furs He calls a policemen 
Ah. genius Is h*re' Re gives thr 
wronar address He la as cool as an 
orange. 

"Do they m»p« now* Not *»' lie 
**e> that you. finding Nice!* miming, 
will apply to th* post policeman »nd 
get bold upon a thread Hr 1 
will make it appear that the »>ii'h*ry 
took place at a later time I will thus 
sain hours' Mother po'lceman will 
b* on dutv when 'h* discovery 
made: he will know nothing.' He 
leaves Nina to pretend m be Nieris' 

"vh •he has courage, but her fear* »r» 
many Meat of all she dread* that you 
■will touch her' Tou do not. And Jean. 

rj r>t»tu* *sf* at Clapham. re- 
turn* for Nirra He come* into th* doc- 
ire > 4*:ie by Ihe farther gale— where 
in* pu»l policeman cannot see htm. He 
wears rubber shoes- H* mounts to the 
studio roof IT' lies flat upon the ledge 
iho.v th* rt.w- Ilia voice IS lalaetto. He 


vou eerme o'. I Tou peer* 
the well, Ah. out. also. It madams' 
.«b* at ret. n-» up her whit* arms— so Itke 
the real 
ateei hand*. 

Why lo the roof and not 
wall* The path I* of gravel and her feet 
are bare On the roof, to prove roe cor 
reel, .iji>, n the grim* are marks of arm:!, 
bar* feet, are marks of man'* rubbe- 
•hoee: are. half way along, marks of 
•mailer robber *hoe» -which be had 
brought for Ntna. 

They retire by the farther gat* of J'our 
ahbor-* drtva 

No doubt ha i 
no doubt. But 

wonder' Ah. he 1* -ool; be Is i 
Is a great 

A r urn. sir.- ah* 




tered. hat in hand. 

These two wtdges, morutaur"— h« 
bowed to Pa i Ion— "which help to attach 
the girdle, 1 forgot to return them. 
Adiea!" 

He placed the wedges 
amid ■ dramatic •It-ncr-. 

Moris Klaw took out 
■cent spray from th* lining of the I 
■Irrby 

"A true touch of Paris!" he 
Did I not say 
He squirted 
.*::>»• brow. 




*t '"---• 


